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AT THE TURN OF THE ROAD 


Oh, dear Lord, keep alive in me 
Thru all my failing days 

A little of that zest for life 
Called curiosity. 

Forbid that I should settle down 
Without some flame at heart, 

And help me still to dare to play 
A new and trying part. 

From rust of “Yes, I know all that” 
Good Lord, Deliver me! 

And let me keep my questing heart — 
What is there yet to see? 


11/10/62 

O’Hare International Airport, 7:30 P.M. 
— on a perfect evening with a full moon — 

Aboard Flight No 7, Northwest Airlines. We’re ready to start “all 
around the world”, as the flight insurance blank reads. There are 

strange sounds — I’ve never heard a jet get ready to start except a 
military one and it was off and up without fanfare. 

We’re moving and only a thin whine is heard as we turn to move 
to the runway. We had an easy trip over to the airport with Dave, 
with a full moon huge in the sky. We checked in, showed passport 

and vaccination and then a kindly porter took us to Gate D8 and 

suddenly we were aboard. Blue lights line the runway, off shoots with 
illuminated markers are scattered about. Captain Polhamus is our 

skipper. I had talked to him part of the way to study red dial 
illumination of the instrument panel and dark adaption on the flight 
deck at night. We’re stopped, facing the runway which is now lined 
with orange lights, and the jets roar, we’re surging (there is no other 
word) down the runway and I am unconsciously reaching for Hugh’s 
hand as always when a plane started down the runway!! 

Circles and great beaded ribbons of green mercury lights mark the 
expressway. Orange, red and blue lights splatter the blackness. Flying 
time to Anchorage is 5y 2 hours and we’ll be flying at 35,000 feet — 
ditching procedures and use of oxygen were demonstrated. Some talking 
French across the aisle, air vent is in front, individual light is over 
our right shoulder fastened to seat, a table snaps open in front of us 
for writing and eating, a youngster is yowling a few seats behind us 
but he’ll get tired and it’s not too bad. Orders have just been taken 
for a Manhattan and a bourbon and water and there is to be lobster!! 

We’re over Milwaukee and hot towels are passed out. The Captain 
is talking. He tells us it is 4:00 o’clock in the afternoon in Anchorage. 
Five hours difference in time! The steward in a red jacket is passing 
out drinks. This jet (a DC-8) has berths, so, there’s no room for coats, 
and it is a bit on the crowded side even in First Class. (I was glad to 
see Harvey Olsen backs me up when it comes to economy class on long 
hops.) Radios aboard the plane are forbidden — they throw the plane’s 
instruments way off. 

10:30 P.M. (Chicago time) — I have just spent an hour and a half 
up in the cockpit — exceedingly interesting!! By an unusually lucky 
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happenstance, this specific plane is the only DC-8 which has a reostat 
for special combined lighting — usually it is all red — red for dials 
and doodles and levers and complicated fuel and jet activity, board and 
even route map reading, and without supplemental white it is no good 
Captain Polhamus was very anxious for me to understand everything 
because these men need help. It is the old, old story of designing 
engineers forgetting all about the man who actually has to work in a 
given environment and never getting his reaction. I think I will have 
some ideas for ALPA and FAA. We’re flying at 36,000 feet as steady 
as a rock with the cabin pressurized at 5,000 feet — a vast improve¬ 
ment over the Connie’s pressurized 8,000, which left one with a fair 
amount of air hunger. Mabel is curled up in a double seat behind me 
but I’m not sleepy — we get to Anchorage at 12:45 midnight, about 
two and a half hours off (that is, Chicago time, actually 9:30 P.M. 
Anchorage time.) Well, I’ll read a little Zane Grey and doze off 
— maybe? 


9:30 P.M. — Anchorage 
1:30 A.M. Chicago Time 

Wonderful flight over vast miles of snow covered mountain peaks 
with full moonlight and incredible sparkling stars!! Mabel slept like a 
baby across the seat behind me but I could not sleep — small matter 
— we wandered around a very decrepit airport. Glad to see Betty 
Fritz although Milo is in Las Vegas, at the Academy session. Now 
we’re aboard again and the plane suddenly is full to capacity, both 
tourists and first class. G.I. wives with kids, orientals, and all sorts. 
We’re flying now straight for Tokyo — another 8 hours!!! So, I took a 
few pills and hope that by the time disembarkation cards are filled out, 
kids are fed something, adults get a snack and the plane quiets down 
that I can sleep. 

Oh boy!! In bed trying to recollect everything, knowing it is 
impossible — got in 12:59 midnight on the dot — Immigration, Quaran¬ 
tine and Customs very quick — did not touch our bags — did not even 
ask that they be opened — American Express man met us, took our 
bags to car, an hour to Tokyo. Haneda Airport is a big sprawling 
affair. Always airports are weird at night. Nice big car drove thru 
endless blocks and miles of industry and small shops to the huge dark 
structure of the new Imperial Hotel with more hulking shadows piled 
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next to it — the original Frank Lloyd Wright Imperial. Registered in 

an empty lobby, up to a nice, big room and to bed!!! 2:30 A.M.! 

Breakfast at 9 A.M. in a big spacious dining room, then rush to Japan 
Tourist Bureau for the itinerary of our scheduled three day trip, — 
picked up a few souvenirs in famous Arcade, checked with American 
Express, etc., ad infinitum. Dr. Koinuma, Medical Director of Steel 
Works here, and Mr. Nii (interpreter) came for me and we started off 
to the Citizens Watch Co. The doctor spoke very little English. Mr. Nii 
spoke very well. Again endless miles of streets of small shops open to 
street with living quarters above or behind, crowded shoulder to 
shoulder. Trees along the streets but no grounds and always people, 
people, people, — women with old time small feet in clodhoppers, 

women in high heels, Kimonos, or maybe with just Japanese dress, 

some with babies papoose fashion on their backs. Hundreds of bikes, 
scooters, motorcycles on the streets, traffic very heavy, especially 
because of construction work everywhere, buildings, widening roads, 
and expressway along the railroad in process, a new stadium for the 
1964 Olympics and downtown a subway and two underground express¬ 
ways being built! Dusty downtown, traffic moves with lights, very little 
by direct police direction — many narrow one-way streets. Tremendous 
overflowing energy of people is felt. 

At the Watch Works met by more bowing, Plant Manager and 
head of Dept, of Labour Bureau of Statistics — everyone bows and 
bows and hands you a calling card!!! No introductions — and you hand 
out a card also. To anteroom of plant manager — low tables and low 
chairs (oh, my stiff arthritic knees!) — and green tea and palaver!! 
In spite, (and they knew it) of the fact that car trip took 1*4 hours! 
and I had to be back by 3, the palaver went on! Then to department 
where girls were sorting and assembling hair springs — tiny!! So very 
tiny they need a binocular microscope for their work, done with tiny 
tweezers. All the girls were near-sighted and the doctor with us said 
they get more near-sighted on the job and have to be taken off the 
job! The University (Keiv) is doing research with girls using eye 
drops of some kind — pushed as to what it was, were hesitant — 
guess its myoscine and homatropine to relax accommodation (Lan¬ 
caster’s old suggestion actually.) 

Also a grinding section, grinding a part so tiny, ( ), 

that to inspect and polish it again they had to use binocular microscope. 
Then a second conference with Dr. Seiji Sudo of Bureau of Standards, 
telling us every serious eye injury of over 8 days lost time has to be 
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reported case by case — those a day or more as total once a month 
— Most of the employees are 22 years old or under. If worker increases 
myopia, is taken off job permanently. In the factory there were 
chrysanthemum contests — (immense single stalks 6-7 feet high) and 
also small ones trained in draping fashion — very lovely. Everywhere 
rows of shoes and slippers to put on — quite a stunt to climb stairs in 
floppy slippers!! All done, many bows, and many “Arygotas” (thank 
you) and another long drive back — walled homes and open shops — 
one tiny dingy shop labeled “Paris Dressmaker”!! Crowd around the 
National Cash Register — Strike — much loud shouting! 

Just time at the Hotel to wash my face and get Mab organized to 
meet in lobby two Fire Dept. Lieutenants, guess one was a Captain, 
speaks English. Much bowing again and we got into a car to go to 
the Central Fire Headquarters to meet Chief — really Fire Commis¬ 
sioner — who is also President of the International Fire Chief’s 
Association of Asia. As we entered the building everyone stood at 
attention — everyone got out of the elevator commandeered for our 
jse — in the Commissioner’s Office all the stenos and clerks and 
attendants stood up — in the very fine office of the Commissioner 
everything was very formal — introductions of liason officers, captains, 
etc. Sat down around a low table with American and Japanese flag 
on it — served a hot drink (what I don’t know) but good! Many 

questions as to why fire department meant anything to me — I 
showed them my “gold card” membership of the Hammond Fire 
Fighters Local and told them what it meant, because in Japan there 

is no organization of the rank and file of the department, only a Fire 

Chief’s Organization. They ask many questions. I signed a special 
honor guest book. I’m given four beautiful slick covered books and 
then the Commissioner stands up, the captains stand, the photographer 
is poised and I’m presented with a scroll telling me I have been 

made an Honorary Member of the Fire Chief’s Association of Asia plus 
a beautiful insignia to wear!! Very formal, very impressive. Then we 
are shown the museum — uniforms used 300 years ago, old time 
wooden pumpers, gear of all kinds, exquisite Japanese paintings of 
the famous fires, unit insignia — fascinating relics. Then a thorough 
briefing of the Communication Center of this so vital a protection of 
inflammable Tokyo. 10 Million people and the town built mainly of 
wood! 10,000 firemen, about 30 separate units, 10 ambulances — seven 
districts, electronic boards!! An altogether fascinating visit. 

The Japanese impress us even on this short visit to be a very 
ambitious, hard working, wide-awake people. They believe that luxury 
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is vulgar (as indeed it is;), they seem to form a level sort of evenness 
of personality — few are outstanding and separate. The Shinto faith 
is essentially optimistic, and death is a cheerful event. There are 
10,000 Shinto Shrines in Japan — there is no L sound in Japanese 
and I understand the language hints at most things, does not describe 
in detail, uses few pronouns etc. 

11/13/62 Fujuja Hotel in the Hokone Mountains 

Hokone, 6:30 P.M. 

Joe and Caroline Novak joined us this morning in Tokyo. Boy 
going down the halls with a gong for supper. Am very weary and 
decided to have dinner brought to my room while Joe and Caroline 
and Mab go have Sukjaki somewhere and then look at Japanese prints. 
We are at Miyanoshita, one of very many spas in these beautiful 
mountains. This is a very Japanese building with sprawling gardens, 
and water falls. After much palaver getting out big baggage checked 
at the Imperial we started out on a three day adventure beginning 
with an all day drive thru endless miles of suburban Tokyo, huge 
factories (some of which Joe and I are to visit Friday) Buddha which 
has stood over 700 years in rain and sun and flood — the tidal wave 
in 1495, now the Buddha stands out in the open 42 feet high with 
20,000 pounds of bronze!! Took pictures and drove on over country 
roads with traffic, traffic, traffic!! Stopping to see an enormous white 
pagoda like castle and then starting up into the mountains. Here the 
leaves are just turned into a riot of color, the haze hung over peaks 
and the sky became clouded — and suddenly we were here — at this 
world famous Fujuja Hotel, known as the finest of all Asiatic places. 

In the quiet of this spot I hope I can bring my notes and story up 
to date — the hectic pace is making this very difficult. Last night in 
Tokyo Echero Seto (who visited me in Hammond) took us to the 
famous Hanacho Tempura Restaurant — shoes off, slippers on, attrac¬ 
tive girls to carry purses and coats upstairs to a room where the 
Japanese sit on cushions at a circular half table with the cook and 
his ingredients in the center dropping piping hot shrimp, fish, and 
mushroom, squid into special bubbling oils. Mabel and I had a place 
where it was hollowed out below floor level for our feet — but we ate 
with chop sticks, after having special appetizers with cherry blossom 
tea downstairs in a separate room. Rice, Soy Sauce with shredded 
white radish it it was set so we could dip everything in — nice soup, 
rice and more tea. Then back downstairs for persimmons cut in 
quarters and more tea — then a wild taxi ride back to Imperial. 


Page 5 


In spite of the fact that Japan is fascinating and our experiences 
all unusual, and Mabel is bubbling over, I find myself running out of 
steam in mid afternoon and with the petering out of steam conies a 
very much unwanted dimming of enthusiasm — tonite — and I find 
myself longing for the vibrant companionship of Hugh as of many 

trips over the years — just don’t seem to give a d.!! I think this 

will pass (I hope so because we’re a long, long way from home and 
facing up to multitudinous high pressure experiences, and I need both 
energy and especially enthusiasm to carry this program! 


11/14/62 at Owakidam 
“Valley of Greater Boiling” 

Mab and I got up early — it was misty and the clouds were low 
and the autumn colors rich and gorgeous. Wandered over to Mr. Edo’s 
tiny shop of rare Japanese prints, ivory and lacquer wear — exquisite 
things and I could not resist a gold lacquer box shaped like a butter¬ 
fly — so wonderfully intricate and lovely!! It is over 200 years old, 
and there is no duty to be paid and it will be my only present to 
myself!! So I got it — the story of what it’s history is will be mailed 
to me. — We are now at a place of hot steam outcroppings (like New 
Zealand) and have just come over Nagao Pass (Long Tail Pass) which 
was reached over a long unimproved winding narrow mountain road 
— thru a tunnel — out of it AND there is Mt. Fuji!!!! The most 
tempermental of all mountains — and so very very beautiful — beyond 
all one’s most eager expectations — Mabel and I gulped — it was 
unexpectedly and intensely emotional experience. Lots of pictures of 
course by all of us. Then down Nagao Pass to this spot — also supposed 
to have a wonderful view of Fuji — but Fuji has now disappeared. 
The view area is way up endless stairs so I’m staying in the car and 
will miss nothing. 

Hakone Hotel after lunch. This is a very simple hotel compared to 
the ornate very pagoda-like one of last nite. This lovely lake (Lake 
Hakone is 2400 feet above sea level. At the moment it is hidden by 
mist, fog, and rain, and is very placid, with funny little steamers 
pushing across in all directions despite the rain. 

There are hundreds of school children in endless streams of buses, 
all in uniform — visiting Buddha Temples, Shinto Temples, riding the 
boats all over and this is the middle of the week!! Our guide said 
that once every 3 years the children from distant islands or areas in 
Japan are brought to Tokyo for cultural reasons and shown everything 
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— quite a deal. Like Morton High School kids going to Washington. It 
is pouring! Only one nearby tongue of land is visible, all the rest of 
the large lake is hidden behind silver sheets and curtains of rain. It is 
utterly quiet. The memory of Mt. Fuji is poignant and deep — makes 
everything else secondary. 


11/15/62 — 9:00 A.M. 

On a lookout point on Ten Province Pass, facing Mt. Fuji, (is 
12,395 feet high) in spite of low fog and a very hazy day Fuji is very 
visible as it was at the hotel before we left. Peak is always snow 
covered tho in later winter slopes are snow covered clear down. This 
is a volcanic mountain with a crater that erupted in 967 A.D., forming 
some new mountains with a crater that erupted in 1082 again, and the 
last time in 1947. This vantage point is crowded with Japanese all 
standing around gawking at me writing in the car. I seem to be a 
real curiosity!! 

9:30 A.M., Atami — a city of 50,000, the Riviera of Japan on the 
oceanside — 400 hotels for tourists during the season — beaches said 
to be like Coney Island — now we go along the ocean all the way to 
Tokyo. “Seven, Five, Three’* Festival — when all children that are 
that age go all dressed up and visit a Shinto Shrine — really is for 
all pre-school children — start at age of seven. Tiny girls in kimonos 

— adorable!! Japanese like uneven numbers — (Chinese like even) 9 
and 4 are very unlucky numbers. 

The coast is very rocky now and the cliffs and steep sides are all 
buttressed with reinforced stone and concrete facing. We’ll get to 
Tokyo about noon and will take a free afternoon and do all the myriad 
odds and ends necessary before Joe and I start going to plants 
tomorrow early. I find I want to ship a lot of stuff home — over-coat 
and hat for one thing. Not cold. Japan is about the size of California 

— with a population of 91,450,000 people. The cities are ugly, purposely 
so, as the Japanese believe beauty should be sought and looked for — 
and you find it in a Japanese home, or a shrine or a garden. This city 
is made up of wooden houses except for the big downtown stores, 
official buildings and hotels. The Empire was founded 660 B.C. and 
Hirohito was crowned in 1926 — Tokyo itself has over 10 million people 
and I am sure there is no other place in the world with the streets as 
jammed constantly with people on foot, on bicycles, and in cars with 
endless buses, trucks, taxies. (Little did I realize what lay ahead). The 
Sumida River flows thru Tokyo, there are 78 universities in Tokyo 
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alone and the illiteracy rate is very low, 7% for the whole count r\ 
Reading and writing English is given in the schools but no spoken 
English, hence very few Japanese at large can speak English — over 
5 million newspapers are sold A.M. and P.M. daily in the city alone. 
Society life as we know it does not exist. 


11/16/62 Imperial Hotel 
— Raining Hard — 

Mabel got “la tourista” last nite and was very sick so we had a 
quiet evening. Today at 9 A.M. Dr. Koinuma and Mr. Takahatka 
(interpreter) met Joe and myself in hotel lobby and we drove out to 
Toshiba Transister plant, about an hour’s drive from the Imperial. We 
were met at the main entrance with many bows, holding open of doors, 
with everyone in lobby standing up — We were ushered into an 
anteroom (which seems to exist in every industry), we’re introduced 
(which means someone hands you their card and you give them yours). 
We’re seated and tea was brought in. This was a plant of 3000 
employees in 2 shifts 6 days a week. Twenty-six hundred were girls 
between 16 — 21 years, and almost all of them were nearsighted. All 
have pre-employment physicals and eye exams and are put on a high 
protein diet. 5-6% get more nearsighted and the full time ophthalmolo¬ 
gist is using the old Lancaster homatropine and myoscine to relax 
accommodation. There are 20 various Toshiba plants employing over 
70,000 employees and worth about 20 million. An attractive very 
feminine Dr. Fumiye Noguchi is the plant doctor for this plant. There 
is tremendous interest in Industrial Medicine here, even fairly small 
plants (1600 employees) have full time doctors. And in Tokyo alone 
there are over 50 full time industrial ophthalmologists!!!!! If we have 
20 consulting ophthalmologists with in-plant experience in the States, 
I’d be surprised, I know of no full time ophthalmologist in the States. 
As we drank tea and ate Namagashi, a sweet and sticky cake. Dr. A. 
Koiej Tsuneoka, the oculist, brought out a copy of my book for me to 
autograph and I was thrilled. Then after an excellent briefing we 
started thru the plant making and assembling the tiny parts of the 
transistors section of a radio. Much of the work had to be done with 
magnification. We were impressed with the (necessary) immaculate 
housekeeping, the fact that most girls worked about 6 inches from their 
eyes and did not wear glasses, no hyperopic person could ever hold 
down this sort of job. A tour thru the museum where many products 
were presented in very dramatic ways, — a rotating conference room, 
— an acoustically perfect auditorium, — demonstrations, etc. Then to 
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the plant dining room for lunch — hot towels for hands and face first, 
then sandwich and coffee and fruit dessert. We said our thanks and 
goodbys and went on to the Nippon Kokan Steel Tube plant. A very 
antiquated and sloppy hospital unit but an immaculate plant. Making 
18” pipe for water, etc. 

Employed in all plants in area were 30,000 men. There were 50 
doctors. A Dr. Katsumi Mijaji was the hospital director — then on to 
the Tsurami Shipyard — much welding and riveting with some very 
noisy areas. New ships being completed and old ships in for repairs. 
Started back to town in pouring rain and utterly fantastic traffic. We 
were due at Nippon University at 5 P.M. and just made it as we just 
crawled. There, about 25 people were assembled around a square 
table (with a wooden pedestal in the center with flowers on it.) Each 
place had a list of everyone present and big name card visible to 
everyone. I spoke thru an interpreter. Then Joe Novak showed slides. 
At 7:30 we climbed a steep cobblestone street to the Hill Top Hotel 
for a Reception which consisted of a meal — hot appetizers, a sizzling 
hot iron plate on a wooden plank base on which was excellent steak — 
peapods and potatoes. A rum pudding and coffee ended the day. A 
twelve hour day and full steam ahead activity. Back to the hotel and 
now to sleep. Watching the rain slant across the unusual patterned 
neon signs across the railroad tracks. Yes, I did remember that it was 
Hugh’s birthday. Thoughts of him are ever constantly present. 


11/17/62 Brilliant day — after lunch. 

Breakfast with Evelyn Killian Parker and her husband from 
Logansport who are with a group of eastern doctors. Then out to the 
camera plant Konishiroku Photo Industries Co. started in 1882 and the 
first plant in Japan to make a camera. They are building a new plant 
and indeed this was a very old plant. 1600 employees, 60 % women, 
working 6 days a week for about $80-$100 a month!! While most of the 
plants have dormitories for their single men and women, this one did 
not. The plant has a full time doctor who does all pre-employment and 
periodic exams. They make 450,000 cameras a year and export 95 % 
to the USA, 5 % elsewhere. Very slight turnover and that just the 
women who get married. Men work till 55 years old and are then 
retired without pensions. Only a very few of new big plants have any 
pension system. People stay put in one plant — they do not shift 
around like our workers do. Back to the Hotel in time for lunch — 
pack up and lVfe hrs. by taxi to airport. 
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11/17/62 6:45 P M. 

Tokyo Airport 

Aboard Boeing 707 Pan Am Clipper, Capt. Hamilton is skipper, the 
flight time to Hong Kong is three hours, 58 minutes and there is an 
hour’s difference in time and we again set our watches back. We’ve 
been briefed — plane is far from full — the jets are starting to whine. 
It is a crystal-clear nite and should be an easy flight even tho Hong 
Kong is a very difficult field to land on — it is Kan Tak Airport, 
which is a 2 mile long strip man made extending into the harbor. 

11/18/62 8:00 P M. 

Hong Kong — Hotel Miramar 

Of a beautiful morning just having had breakfast in our room. Had 
a terrific American meal on Pan Am. last nite preceded by cocktails 
with a lovely white wine and followed by Drambuie. And then we 
dozed thru the 3 Vz hour flight to Hong Kong. Airport much confusion! 
My big bag was not with baggage. — They were calling the departure 
of the flight we came in on !!! Officials racing around frantically and 
finally a Chinese porter appeared around the corner with my bag and 
I heaved a sigh of relief! I had visions of my bag going on to Bangkok 
and New York!!!! Never anywhere has there been such confusion. 
Trillions of people swarming like ants all over the place all yelling 
and gesticulating at once — a hoard of people pushing against the 
ropes as we went out — and an American Expressman came up to us 
(called us by name.) Into taxi and on a really wild ride to the Hotel. 
— Confusion there also and at last a room!! In the bathroom was a 
sign “(The government has lengthened the time when water is 
available from 6 A M. to 10 A M.)” There is a special red plastic 
bucket with which to flush the toilet from the bathtub which is kept 
half full of water!! And Joe Novak feels rocky today!! Dr. Ching is on 
his way here and we’ll see about his plans. 


11/19/62, 2:00 P.M. 
Aboard Ferry crossing harbor from 
Kowloon to Hong Kong proper. 

Things have been moving quite too fast to record tho, and if they 
ever needed to be recorded it has been since yesterday morning!! Dr. 
Ching picked us up and we started for the New Territories thru the 
villages and countryside. It is so hard to describe — being Sunday, 
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everyone, everyone was out — cars, buses, etc., jam packed with 
people — old and young, children, and all talking, all buying at 
crowded colorful markets — markets more crowded, more packed, 
stall next to stall, than they ever were even in Mexico — lots of clams, 
oysters, live crabs, and crayfish, spider crabs, other stalls where they 
were frying prawns and fish — every conceivable article of food, 
clothing, household goods, were laid out for buyers — street after 
street. 

Cliffs were solid granite with road cut thru — no need to protect 
hillsides, they were all solid rock. Rivers, pasture land, Brahman 
oxen and a great deal of interesting truck gardening — cabbage, onions, 
mustard greens and local vegetables with irrigation ditches and a 
barefoot Chinese boy with a rod across his shoulders and two buckets 
that he’d dip up the water with and splash it on the growing vegetables. 
The air carried a strong aroma of fertilizer. 

Now in little town of Shan Tiu which was by the sea and had been 
hit with a typhoon — only a month ago — and the shoreline, market, 
homes were suddenly inundated with a 20 foot tidal wave which 
carried sampans and ships up on to railroad track — over 300 people 
were killed because of the extreme suddenness of the wave. Dr. Ching 
talked to us continuously — telling of the uneasiness of the whole area 

— the New Territories had been leased from Red China for 99 years 

— and only about 35 are left — then what? We asked about religions 
of the area and he says people just have any kind of religion. In his 
own family he had a Catholic sister who is a nun, a daughter in a 
Baptist School, a brother active in Protestant church activities and his 
Mother is a Buddhist. One daughter took nurses training in Pittsburgh, 
one daughter is in Germany, one in Australia and his ten year old son 
has not decided yet. A very complicated family but very lovely. 

We drove in to the countryside to the border of Red China where a 
huge sign says STOP and a British soldier stands guard — we did not 
see a Red Chinese but it was a very distressing experience to realize 
that thru forests and across rivers day and nite people were trying 
to escape — so that over Vz million human souls are eking out a most 
precarious existence here in preference to the dark terror of Red China. 
We stopped, took pictures, and had solemn thoughts and then turned 
back past a British military base close by the gate. 

On the way back we stopped at Shan Tiu where Dr. Ching’s mother 
lives. Leaving car near the highway we walked across the railroad 
tracks, thru an incredible market of assorted colors, sights, smells. 
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and goings on and climbed the side of the mountain with endless stone 
steps and graded inclines until at long last we got to a wee white 
stucco house with a red gate and red roof, and there a small frail 
woman greeted us. I was puffing and weak-kneed from the climb, 
they brought water and told us we were very welcome. A simple, very 
good meal of a bowl of noodles, meat and mushrooms, tea and cakes 
was served by a young servant girl. We got back about 3 P.M., did 
some shopping in the Arcade, wrote post cards, and went to tailor’s to 
have clothes made — Mabel got a brown suit, I got a blue suit, Joe 
Novak got two suits, a jacket and an overcoat and Caroline got a suit 
and a vicuna coat. One measurement, one fitting, (for me) the rest 
had two and they are sending them all home with a special “whole¬ 
sale” bill for customs. Believe me or not but I got a whole tailored 
outfit of a lovely heavy blue woolen tweed for $52.00!!! At 7:30 P.M. 
we gathered at the Capitol Restaurant for supper — in the center of 
the table was a copper stove with a water pan around it and a fire 
below. — Here we cooked meat and noodles, and vegetables, each of 

us dipping our food in with chopsticks and cooking it as we ate it. With 

Canadians, a Pakhistan doctor with a beard, snipping at Britain all 
the time. After a cake or two we were off in separate cars to the 
medical meeting. Parking is an utterly impossible situation and it 

took quite a little time to get everyone together. We met in the library 
of the British Consulate and had ourselves a wee medical meeting — 
Joe giving a fine talk and I followed with slides. It was almost 

midnite when we rolled into bed — very tired. 

This morning we took a guide and a taxi to Hong Kong to see Mr. 
K. S. Sze and his exquisite jewelry store and we shopped, Christmas 
shopping — getting gifts there; there were exquisite pearls and jewelry. 
Then we came back, moved our stuff up to the Novak’s room, got our 
cameras ready and started out on a trip to Hong Kong, this time 
riding the big ferry that takes cars. Then the Novak’s and Mab took 
the cable car up Victoria Peak and I rode in the car, wonderful view 
of harbor and what a harbor!!!! The flat-top Hornet is in the harbor 
with some destroyers etc. and she looks really wonderful and gobs in 
white are everywhere on shore leave. We all drove down there stopping 
at several vantage places to see the gawd-awful pitiful refugee huts 
plastered against the mountain side and each day they have to climb 
down to carry water up. Below us was the huge red-lite district of 
Hong Kong made famous in the movie “The World of Susie Wong.” 
(?) This girl really lived here, in one of these huts until a landslide 
killed her child which was with her. We took pictures and ragged, smelly 
tots came to us begging! From there we drove on along the shore to 
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Repulse Bay and on to Aberdeen, the area with an entire town living 
in sampans. There is a floating population of 140,000 people and this 
sampan colony fills the bay side by side, end by end for several miles 
— an incredible sight! Most of this colony is in the more inland water 
areas; at the fringes close to the open sea are huge junks, they’re 
fishing boats and have a considerable crew. Right in the middle of this 
were two floating restaurants — we boarded a transportation sampan 
and were taken out to the Sea Palace, long paddles at the rear and 
front worked by women. A very Chinese meal and hot rice wine and 
by then the myriad lites were aglow and it was time to leave. 

10:15 P.M. Waiting! 

We were scheduled to leave at 11:15 P.M. and arrive at Bangkok 
at 12:45 A.M., but the departure time has been set ahead. First were 
to leave at 12:15 A.M. and now it is 12:45 A.M., which means — with 
the changed time — 3 or 3:30 A.M. or one hour’s difference. So we are 
just sitting around waiting. This has also been the first minute I’ve 
had to catch up a bit on this story. 

In some of these congested areas 20% of the population live in what 
is known as “bedspace” — one bed for three shifts of workers!! 40% 
of the population is under 15 years of age — there are 2800 people to 
the acre!!! and there are 2 million refugees!!! The police with red 
insignia speak English. We passed some weird cemeteries, some 
Christian, some Buddhist, some Parsi (Indian). There are supposed 
to be 10,000 beggars in the area. There are special posts to warn 
people of a typhoon. 


11/20/62 Hotel Rama 
Bangkok, 2:00 P.M. 

In our palatial suite ordered for us thru the courtesy of the King!!! 
The town is overflowing with visitors and last nite (or rather 3 A.M. 
this morning) we staggered in here, 21 miles from the airport and Joe 
Novak found that he and Caroline had to go to another hotel — no 
room here. When our Boeing 707 started down the windows began to 
fog up and when the plane door opened a blast of hot humid air hit 
us — at Customs they did not even take our baggage off the truck — 
just waved us on. Tourman was waiting, two taxies and out into the 
black nite. 

Wanted to sleep late but Mother Anna was in the lobby — had to 
ask her to come back at 10, when we all went to her Convent and 
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school for 2,200 children, primary thru high school — lovely place st 
Joseph Convent under patronage of the Queen. Everything is govern 
ment controlled and ruled by King and a strong, just, good Prime 
Minister. Bangkok lies in the delta and part of the gardens at St. 
Joseph’s are under water when the tide is in. The previous Prime 
Minister was bad. — Was Communist oriented and is now up in Red 
China directing the communist underground in Thailand. Everyone in 
Government is much over worked, they all travel, build, seek higher 
status. Tomorrow President Adenauer is due and a Princess from 
Holland is already here — so there is much official activity. People are 
very gracious and kind but according to Mother Anna are “closed” to 
any and all foreigners. There was Thai dancing in the evening — very 
stiff and formal and stylized. 


11/21/62 Noon — Hotel Rama 

Early this morning we drove over to the main canal to take the 
motor launch on a tour of the floating market — which exists presum¬ 
ably for the use of the people living side by side in houses on stilts — 
the main canal was very wide with ferries going back and forth — 
barges being towed — boats with tiny quonset-like roofs, boats with 
motors, many being paddled by hand — often one person, at other times 
one in front and one in back. We are told men often work in Bangkok 
and live in houses on side canals. — 

In small canals there are houses on both sides, jungles and orchids, 
dogs, cats, naked kids, men shaving, shampooing, women doing dishes, 
washing clothes all in the incredible filth of the river water — old 
gnarled women with lamp shade hats — charcoal, vegetables, bananas, 
fruits, hot foods to eat, rice, cocoanuts, lumber, etc. — an incredible 
scene in constant motion — like Xochomilco in Mexico only not so gay. 
Huge jugs to catch the rain water, loose pantaloons and sheets — back 
to main canal to see Temple of Dawn and royal barges — to Hotel, 
lunch — pack, by private car to airport. 

4:30 P.M. Aboard Thai Flite No. 301 
Flying to Calcutta via Rangoon 

Slight delay in take off in this DC6C — now’ flying thru rain clouds 
over watery Thailand — green forest and not much else — again we 
set our watches back IVz hours. 

5:30 P.M. in Rangoon Burma — Well, the heavy, wet heat is over 
— it is early twilight and we’ll soon be on the soil of India — to 
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discover — what? Immense uncertainty lies ahead — imagine Dr. Ghosh 
will meet the plane — actually only expect alterations in flights and 
mixups on scheduled trips, dates, arrangements, and it may be 
especially interesting. 

Our stay in Thailand was very short — it is hard to have it 
register — 23 million people of which 2 million live in Bangkok. King 
Phumipal Aduldej is present King. The women in some of the canal 
huts were chewing betel nuts and watching T.V. The river providing 
the large delta over which Bangkok sprawls is the Menam Chao Phyr. 

Grand Oberoi Hotel 11/21/62 
on Thanksgiving Day. 

This has all been utterly fantastic!! Got in at 7:30 P.M. Calcutta 
time, no trouble with customs (except for millions of little bugs in spite 
of revolving ceiling fans) — did not open our bags but asked about 
cameras in detail — wrote it all down in triplicate!! Mr. Mitvia, 
American Express man waiting for us — put us in two cabs to drive 
to town — bearded turbaned driver — all cars use spot lite — a wild 
ride thru a long dusty smoky street — miles and miles of rickshaws 
with boys and girls dating, open store fronts, cows lying in the road, 
people walking, pulling, pushing — endless, endless people! Japan 
and even Hong Kong were empty by comparison! White robed 
mysterious figures in the dark in the road and later on the street. 
Finally we pulled up to a very seedy entrance marked Grand Hotel 
and we did not believe it! Like the hotel in White Cargo!! I kept asking 
the driver, was he sure — he says yes — Hindu comes running out, 
calls us by name and says “we are waiting for you.” And in we go — 
very wierd but we signed in, frightened and depressed especially when 
American Express man said “All India air line flights are now 
unavailable for civilians and talked gloomily of this and that — so we 
sat in our bizzare room with the cracked marble floor, closed shutters, 
weird lighting, and fierce air conditioning, and held a counsel of war 
— fly back to Bangkok and get Pan Am to take us somewhere? and if 
so where and what? — finally decided to take a pill and sleep on it — 
Woke up early — sun shining — street not so incredible as it was last 
nite — breakfasted with Novaks in their weird room — sent Arty cable 
saying we were safe but plans being changed — (but to what?) — went 
to Dr. Ghosh at American Express who reassured us all the way 
round and said while air to Madras and Bombay was out — and train 
ride too long to get us to our “dates” we could arrange trip to Benares 
by air-conditioned train Sunday night — spend day on tour in private 
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car — stay overnite and see morning bathing in Ganges — take air 
conditioned compartment to New Delhi — to Agra and Japur and back 
to Delhi for original opening date of Congress. Meanwhile, Mr. Ghosh 
met us at American Express and outlined our very strenuous schedule 
here. Tomorrow at 5:15 A M. he picks us up — we go by train to 
Burhurn where there is a large steel mill — visit mill, have lunch at 
mill and take trip back returning at 9:30 P.M.!! Next day to the jute 
plant and cottage industries in the country. A Dr. Lee Garron, an 
ophthalmologist from Oakland, California is here also and will join part 
Df our trip. Much palaver — readjusting hotel reservations and what 
not but a real and fascinating program emerged. Telegrams to Madras, 
and Bombay cancelling complicated schedules there as American 
Express forbade us trying to take the train — would have had to take 
jedding and food, etc. 


Saturday, 11/24/62 A.M. 

Yesterday the phone rang at 4:30 A.M. to get us up for the big 
trip by train to the steel mill. Tea was all we could get at that time 
of day. Dr. Ghosh picked us up at 5:15 A.M. and we drove to the 
railroad station through the fantastic streets of Calcutta. We had been 
told one had to see this all before we believed it and it’s true. It is 
impossible to describe — people were so thick that there were many 
walking in the street itself as on the side walks which were all ready at 
least half covered by white figures —hawking their wares or just talking 
or lying on the street asleep. Traffic thru these streets also contained 
rickshaws, two wheel carts of merchandise pushed and pulled by 
humans, weird wagons pulled by emaciated horses, men on bikes and 
auto traffic honking the way thru. Passed thru an area that is the 
South Water Street of Chicago — the early morning market of things 
brought in by train — and then the station itself!!. Impossible to believe 
but it was true — hoards of white pajama figures hurrying in all 
directions, many with huge rolls of bedding or suitcases, etc., on their 
heads and everywhere people stretched out on the stone floor in a 
blanket asleep!!!! All over the huge station in the corridors even on the 
platforms. We never imagined this in our wildest dreams. 150,00D 
people sleep on the streets like this!!! We discovered that the haze that 
had distorted and made everything so weird on the nite of our arrival 
was due to the smoke of the thousands of braziers the men cooked on. 
We boarded the train and had a compartment (English style clear 
across car and opening each on to platform) to ourselves. It was austere 
even though it was first class and we rode with windows wide open. 
Anyone old enough to remember train travel before the days of air 
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conditioning can imagine the rest. It took us 6 hours to get to Burburn 
where the Indian Iron and Steel Co., Ltd. was situated — At about 10:30 
the train jerked to a halt at a station where a boy brought us tea, 
toast, poached eggs quickly, train held 15 minutes and then went on 
and dishes were picked up at next station. The countryside, except for 
some palms, the ever present Indian white (?) pajamas called Dhuti 
and the women in their saris, and the fact that the crop in the fields 
was rice and not wheat, was very like our Indiana farms. Tiny hamlets 
with palms for windbreaks and thatched cottages each with a cloud of 
haze swirling around it from the coke braziers and the cooking lay in 
the midst of the rice fields — with cattle or water buffalo grazing 
nearby. At every station there was a crowd of people selling food and 
toys and tea and coffee or just crouched on their haunches. Children 
were searching for bits of unburned coal in the heaps of train ashes. 
We had lengthy conversations with Dr. Ghosh, who is a dynamic 
individual willing and eager to talk about India, medicine, American 
history (which he is more conversant with than I am), and for 6 hours 
of the trip he talked and we looked. Train was late, Supt. of steel mill 
was waiting* drove in big black car thru town mostly built, owned, and 
operated by the plant. Left Mabel in a cool spot and because of time 
limitations did a real ‘‘quickie” of the mill — coke plant, blast furnaces, 
pouring molten ore, ingots and on to rolling — back to “club” where a 
full course dinner had been prepared but we had to leave after the fish 
course to catch 2:30 express back or wait til 4:30 and take another 6 
hour ride home, also in the middle of a carefully arranged program we 
had to leave. Even a reception and tea had been planned and it seemed 
terribly rude but not of our doing. We raced back to train, steep stairs 
and overpass gave me trouble so Dr. Ghosh dashed ahead to bribe 
guard to hold the train — at last in a compartment — nicer — with 
very active ceiling fans and all set for a 4 hour trip back. A Hindu in 
his pajama outfit was in compartment and reading an English paper 
— rather good looking — had a bed roll with him. Finally we got to 
:alking, he was returning from Assam (where the fighting is) and had 
been on the train 48 hours already and had 4 more to go. 

Many British families and their children are here from tea planta¬ 
tions in Assam — and the consultant is besieged with missionaries who 
seem to be a huge nuisance to everyone — many American missionaries 
told to go home and stay put. 30 million pounds of tea currently ready 
to ship and no transportation. India apparently expects a long siege 
of 4 or 5 years and almost has to start from scratch, all her economy 
having been geared toward developing the country and the needs of the 
people, but will now also have to carry cost of arming. It was because 
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of India’s rapid economic growth (in part) that the Chinese decided to 
step in and make India cut back on her advances and spend money 
on defense expenses. Anyway, we got back to hotel by 7:30 P.M., black 
as tho we’d been in a coal mine — two long, hot baths — washed our 
clothes and undies and dresses and everything — even our hair — and 
climbed into bed and were asleep by 8:30, dead beat. 

Today Dr. Bahr, Medical Director, Hansdowne Jute Mill, met us 
8:30 A.M. and we (Joe, Dr. L. K. Garron, and myself) drove out to 
the huge jute plant employing 5,000 people — bales of raw cut jute 
come in and is fed into machines that shred it into finer and finer 
shreds until finally it is fed onto spindles to become (in various grades 
of thickness) the basis of other huge rolls of jute twine or woven into 
widths piled high and then baled for shipment. — Some coils were 
about 12 feet wide and were for America — the base for carpeting and 
rugs. A huge plant with 2 or 3 acres under one roof, of constantly 
spinning spindles with the crash bang of shuttles — a thin powder and 
fluff in the air made for respiratory disease, almost worse than the loss 
of hearing. — Stamping some of the raw jute which has fermented and 
been mixed with oil and water produces a dermatitis. They have many 
real medical problems in this industry along the Hooghly River — there 
is one jute plant after another as they all need water. An orange 
“squash” on the veranda of the Honey Pot (recreation spot) facing the 
river with over head fans was very refreshing. Then back to town in 
Dr. Bahr’s wee car (there is good reason for the cars being small — 
dodging humans, rickshaws, cows, and more humans who use the 
street for a sidewalk would be hard to do in a big car), and lunch. 
Mabel has gone on the afternoon trek to the socalled Cottage Industries 
while I chose to stay quiet, write this story and send section No. 2 on 
and go over my speech. Tonight at 7, Joe and I make our talks. This 
is the Industrial Medical Society of Calcutta — a dinner follows — 
tomorrow is quiet and then early Monday morning by plane (suddenly 
after Uncle Sam’s cargo planes got here, civilian air service has 
resumed) to Banaras where another chapter unfolds. This will go on 
tonight to Hammond! 

Many bits and pieces are remembered in between the confusion of 
even new impacts. I forgot to record that while in Hakone Hotel in 
mountains of Japan, we had a small earthquake, chandeliers shook and 
bed on which I was lying and reading shook. Here in “Grand” Hotel, 
the intricacies of which grow on one, there are constant comedies. 
Mabel left room key in the room as floor boys were cleaning and key 
disappeared. Boy said he took it to desk — desk said they did not have 
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it but would hunt. Four telephone calls later, boy comes up with a key 
(Room 250) and its fits our (254) perfectly!! We should use it until 

ours is found by front desk!! Soon, knock, knock, — ours arrives . . . 

and no tipping permitted!! Air conditioning and a wild storm have given 
Carol a bad cold and lighted up my sinus. The “lift” (one of three) is 

out of order — walk around long corridors and hope it is OK. 

Calcutta is 80 miles up the Hooghly River from Bay of Bengal. 
There are 7 million people — of all descriptions. India became a 
sovereign Republic, 1947. There are 457,000,000 people of which 250,000,030 
are Hindus, 40,000,000 Moslems. The national income is about $70.00 a 
year per capita — where 10 years ago their life expectancy was about 
30, it is now 42 years. 40% of population is under 20. There are 230 
languages in India. They are trying by law to make Hindi the official 
language but there is much opposition especially in the south. 

The “boulevard” in front of the Hotel — Chowringhel — is quite a 
sight. The city attracts pilgrims to worship the Goddess Kali — this 
is the Seat of Bengali culture which includes Tagore! 

Also, I forgot to note that there were 19,000 temples and monasteries 
in Thailand. That Bangkok, a million population, is spread along Gulf 
of Siam — that the canals are called Klongs. 


11/25/62 
Sunday — In Lobby 

Joe, Carol and Mab have gone sightseeing but I’m loafing today as 
I have at last succumbed to the crazy air conditioning and for the 
first time in 20 years actually have a cold. Blasts of icy air hit one in 
one’s room — we finally managed to cut it down but too late. This 
hotel is not a good one to loaf in — lights to read poor, lobby and 
room chairs uncomfortable. 

Our meeting last night was very nice. The doctors gathered in a 
large room at Great Eastern Hotel — I went down a line for introduc¬ 
tions — medics from mobiles, Hindustan Lever, Tea, Jute, etc. — visit 
and talk and then I addressed them and Joe follows with slides. — 
Later dinner at big table in dining room of Hotel. Mrs. Ghosh was 
there — is an M.D. also — obstetrician — they live in a floor of the 
hospital, she has 3 doctors, 6 assistants and 12 nurses and delivers 
6,000 babies a year!!! She is a dumpy, motherly little woman with 
immense charm and a wonderful sense of humor. P. K. Ghosh is a 
terrific person!!!! He’ll be over tonight to bid us goodbye. 
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11/26/62 10:00 A M. 
Indian Airlines 


We just raced up the runway in a Dutch plane, and are flying 
over the green lovely state of Bengal on our way to Benares — flying 
over Hooghly River — cool and comfortable. Have a dreadful cough with 
considerable wheeze to it following a cold from the icy blast of the 
air conditioning at the Grand Hotel. 

After taking picture of bellhops with our bags on their heads in 
front of Hotel at elaborate doorway, and after coffee and toast we 
were off into the teeming streets to Dum Dum Airport — goodbye to 
Mr. Mitro and that ends the chapter of Calcutta. Two and a half hours 
with a tailwind swooping down — we’re on runway. 


11/26/62 Benares Clark Hotel 

An absolutely delightful place and so very colorful with bright 
yellow walls, red trim, deep verandas on both floors outside of all 
rooms and a main veranda down in front with shops and what shops!! 
Silks and ivories and brassware. We had a good lunch in a very 
cheerful dining room and then went on tour of some temples, etc. but 
I stayed in car as I was toxic and coughing a hard, deep-down cough 
which tore the insides out of me but the constant stream of people by 
the car was a panorama in itself. One laden rickshaw on the heels of 
another, most of them pulled by bicycle, people walking with burdens 
on their heads and bicycle riders by the thousands with bells swinging 
and an occasional truck or car honking along the street lined with little 
open shops of every description. Shoe making on the sidewalk, — a 
man getting a shave squatting before the barber. Saris of every color 
and women of slenderness and beauty wrapped in them. At one place, 
we stopped to see the famous Indian silks woven there. I got some for 
Nita which I do hope (!!) she’ll like. I got Thai silk for Judy in 
Bangkok. When we got to the hotel I went to bed with a big dose of 
antibiotics, ephedrine amytal and seconal. I sent for a pot of hot 
chocolate and got powdered cocoa and a pot of hot water!! Anyway I 
was dead to the world by 9 P.M. and while I had a few coughing 
spells, not too bad. 


11/27/62 

At 6 A.M. we congregated to go to the River Ganges and see the 
people bathe and “purify” themselves. First thru crowded streets to 
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landing places which were all down steep stone steps — they are called 
ghats — they extend for five miles along the western bank of the 
Ganges — above the ghats and stairs are temples and homes built by 
the wealthy for their own use, or places for widows to mourn, even 
a convent. The streets were block after block of shops open to the 
street as everywhere in India and then a sort of terminal mass con¬ 
fusion. We left the car and went down a long flight of stone stairs with 
the guide to some docks where we stepped into a boat and were rowed 
along the banks. Priests were seated on platforms under an umbrella 
and they further purified the individual who had bathed in the Ganges, 
washed his clothes or had them washed by men beating them on the 
rocks and spreading them on an incline in the sun to dry. A number 
of people were in the Yogi positions, oblivious to everything — the 
women flocked together and had sort of cabanas to dress behind — hair 
would be shampooed, sort of incantations over the water, a brass jug 
filled with the water to drink — entirely a wierd performance. As the 
boat moved along the river there was one ghat after another — people 
— cows — goats crowding to the water (and it was a chilly morning), 
people getting wrapped up in yards of varicolored cloth. 

At one wide ghat was the area to which the dead are carried wrapped 
in colored cloth on a litter (we passed several on the road) they bring 
the bodies to the Ganges, immerse them, then let them dry and then 
lay them on burning logs and cremate them — the ashes then are 
also dumped into the Ganges!!!! This all insures immortality and 
reincarnation!! We took lots of pictures except where they were 
cremating, there we were asked not to. For a medical person this is 
an experience hard to take, — Filth in the name of Religion. Then we 
went to a silk factory, had breakfast and on to Delhi where we stayed 
one nite at the Ambassador Hotel and then went to Agra — a very 
colorful drive with endless jitney rickshaws (bicycle or horse), endless 
people walking and toting something on their heads. Huge solid 
wheeled wagons pulled by oxen, camels carrying loads and people or 
water buffalo, or sheep or goats etc., ad infinitum. 


Agra — 8:00 A.M., Early Morning 11/29/62 

Lauries Hotel 

This has been a tremendous emotional experience — too much so 
for Mab and myself. This I partly anticipated but not the enormous 
impact of the most exquisite creation in existence. The Taj Mahal was 
built in memory of Shaw Jehan’s beloved and favorite wife, Muntaz 
Mahal, who died in giving birth to their 14th child. The building was 
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started in 1631 A.D., many designers and architects from India, Turkey, 
Iran, etc. participated over the years since then and it took 20,000 
workmen ten years and six months to complete it. It cost $62 million 
— It is set on the Jumna River — has an effect of deep femininity — 
its real secret. It is impossible to find words to describe the glorious 
fragility of the white marble poem — in a setting of green lawns and 
clipped hedges and reflected in a long rectangular pool. — It hits one 
with an incredible impact — the building topped by one beautiful dome 
and two smaller ones — has lacy alcoves within the arch that has 
rounded points — the entrance arch is two stories high — four 
minarets at the corners balance the whole as nothing else could. I 
could not go into it — I was completely broken down — here was love 
and loss and without Hugh I could go no further but sat on a stone 
bench and wept as I never did before and waited for the rest. Mabel 
also was deeply affected. The exquisite beauty, the heartbreak of why 
it was there and what it meant — was the most wonderful though 
tragic experience I’ve ever had. Joe and Carol wanted to go back at 
dawn and I felt (rightly) to be alone and rededicate themselves to 
each other — they who had each other — 

Mab, Joe and Carol have gone on to Jaipur and will reach Delhi 
tomorrow nite. I decided to take an American Express car straight 
back to Delhi and at long last get settled, clothes cleaned and pressed, 
hair shampooed, suitcases gone thru. Ida Mann was at the Hotel that 
we stayed in nite before last and I left her a note asking if she could 
have lunch with me at the Ashoka Friday. It is wonderful to know she 
is here. The full momentum and impact of the Congress will hit us 
Saturday morning when Joe and I register at Vigyan Bhavan, the 
Convention Hall. 

It was cold and crisp here last evening. In a specially labeled and 
designated room we had a drink before 8 P.M., supper, and talked. 
(India is supposed to be dry!) 


Ashoka Hotel, Room 307, 9:00 P.M. 

This being a Thursday I can’t phone Arty at the Clinic as he 
won’t be there. It is pretty complicated from here and I may wait 
till I get to London. Left Agra at 10 A.M. and came straight thru in 
three and a quarter hours and registered into a deluxe room which is 
at this government owned luxury Hotel. It is enormous, has a balcony 
with table and chairs overlooking swimming pool. Just had dinner in 
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the huge dining room — apparently even 8 P.M. is early — the waiters 
wear orange turbans with a fluff at the top exactly like a roosters’ 
comb and the effect in the room as a whole was very funny. After 
sending clothes out to be pressed, others to be cleaned and some to be 
washed, and after a tub I took a huge batch of post cards down and 
then sat in the lounge where I could watch people — saw no one I 
knew yet — a bell hop carrying a small blackboard with the name 
written on it — and you’re supposed to look. — Am back in my room 
trying to catch up with story — have to go back and write Banaras 
before it melts into the over all picture, and Banares will be hard to 
write. Tomorrow at 9 A.M. I’m to have a shampoo and set and then 
maybe I’ll really feel clean. 

Night view from balcony lovely with an air beacon blinking green 
and then white. Along the roads were signs “road up” which meant 
parallel detour and also signs reading “safety first — luck afterwards” 
— I also forgot to say that while we were on the train to the steel 
mill we saw the snow peaks of the Himalayan range on the horizon!!!! 


11/30/62, 2:00 P.M. — Lobby 
(after lunch watching people) 

A band garbed in black tunics like nuns played interesting (not 
western) music — the front row with very strange instruments and the 
musicians sitting cross-legged on the floor. That dining room is indeed 
international — Moslems in colored turbans, all men. However, in 
western clothes, an Air Force General, business men, tables of 
Caucasians with dark Hindu woman in exquisite saris. Had a 
shampoo early at the “hair stylist” all men and only fair in perfor¬ 
mance. Then I finished my Christmas shopping in a Kashmir shop — 
absolutely glorious things — I got one scarf that was the loveliest texture 
I’ve ever seen — a wool — came from a young Ibex, a little animal 
of the Himalayan heights — also some of the finest ivory I have seen. 
This plus last issue of Time and Newsweek, a paper-back to read, 
some necklaces and some pills completed my shopping. This is it!! — 
All of the Christmas gifts were sent home to different people — all 
billed in packages at $10.00 or under — altho some were far from it — 
most were sent by air and I hope all will get home before Christmas. 
Now with a stack of postcards (final ones). I’m comfy and relaxed in 
a chair where I can see entrance and registration desk. There is 
another orchestra playing by pool where there is another restaurant. 
Talked to Ida Mann early this morning. She is very busy with W.H.O. 
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meetings' from early A.M. til late at nite. So it will be next week before 
I see her. Talked to Dr. Budbiwar, the gynecologist who is Sunder 
Josih’s friend and will see her next Wednesday after Joe, Mab, and 
Carol will have left for Cairo. Saul Sugar just stopped by — it’s been 
ten years since I’ve seen him. The bar is open specially for convention 
members thru the Congress. 

I’m just now recovering from the enormous impact of the Taj 
Mahal!! I found I have written in my memo book for things to do 
when I got to Delhi — “Phone Hugh’’ — for 36 hours I was shaken as 
never before. It was actually a fervent re-dedication of every ounce of 
energy I possess to the principles and objectives of Hugh as he would 
want them lived by Hal, Arty, and myself — all having known him 
and gained much — have a sacred task to perform and we will. Hugh 
was usually ten years ahead of the present so he’d fathom and solve 
our problems of today forcefully and easily. He was always more 
modern than anyone else in town. 

There have been many Delhi’s and the ruins of each are scattered 
through the area. Early Delhi was ruled by Muslin — lots of tiles. 
Mosaic, lattice work in red sandstone. — 


Last Day in Delhi — 

A perfect September day — We’ve been here four days — registered 
last Saturday — got our portfolio and badge etc. — the Ashoka is a 
quiet place!! Huge with long corridors which on the main lobby floor 
are shops at one end and bar, dining room and “Hair Stylist” at the 
other end — with an unusual lounge between leading out to large 
outdoor sundeck overlooking the pool and formal gardens. No baggage 
comes into the lobby, it all goes below deck somewhere and emerges 
by special elevator and meets you in your room. The elevators are 
tiny (five people at the most) and terrific. Periodically the electricity 
in the hotel goes out and there you are walking down stairs in 
darkness!! They are a law unto themselves as to who goes where and 
when. The hotel is an American plan — meals and tea “on the house” 
— and absolutely no tipping allowed. No one will take it if you offer 
it and that is a most pleasant experience. Food has been excellent, 
water has been all right to drink (first time since Japan.) Our room 
was spacious and comfy — lamps, chairs, desks, ample closet space, and 
the floor “boys” pop up at a minutes’ notice to do your shoes, get an 
extra pillow, or send for valet to press, clean, or laundry. 

The Convention Hall has a large auditorium wired for simultaneous 
translation; (French and English) being official languages. A consider- 


Page 24 


able stage and dais — a post office, bank, and tourist bureau. The 
Secretaries’ office, Treasurer, etc., down long corridors — registration, 
long desk etc. and flags of all nations on the outside. 

There was a candlelight supper and folk dances Saturday night in 
the ballroom — only light being candles — we were very hard put to 
see what we were choosing from a long decorative buffet table — all 
sorts of combinations and cold things and also hot dishes and many 
that were hot in the other sense — highly seasoned but many very 
delicious. Ida Mann was with us and we had a most interesting evening. 
Later we had an American Express sightseeing tour in a comfortable 
private car with a guide — to famous Red Fort, Ashoka Iron Pillar, 
(46 feet high with Arabic edicts inscribed on it and non-rusting — real 
feat for ancient people.) The 238 feet high Qutabminar Tower, very old 
with bands of Arabic inscriptions; temples and market places both in 
Old Delhi and New Delhi. 

Sunday evening was the Official Congress Reception which was a 
mad house — there was no reception line — Duke Elder I met in the 
dark with Phyllis in a hall. He was trying to find Congress President, 
Dr. Sen. There again were buffet tables only — no tables to sit down 
for most of the people. We were lucky in getting one early and taking 
turns in getting our food. 

No one asked for name of hotel when we registered so could not 
tell who was here or where. Ran into Walter de la Motte of Columbus, 
Ohio in lobby here, and into Francis and Evelyn Parker at the Con¬ 
vention Hall. Jack McTigue is supposed to be here but I doubt it — 
by now — I should have seen him; ran into Virgil Casten and Dewey 
Katz, and Derrick Vail who looks wonderful! 

Monday at 10 was the Official Inauguration of the Congress in the 
large auditorium — we were there early and had front row seats (just 
behind a row of “special visitors”) — The hall and galleries were 
filled. The foreign country special representatives were on the platform. 
The place was jammed full of photographers and the press — then a 
drab looking (all in black) band stood against the wall and waited — 
we were waiting for the President of India, Dr. S. Radhakrishnan. 
Secret Service men stood facing the audience — flash bulbs went off in 
a room across the hall and everyone stood up — while Joe and I took 
Minox fast film shots and !! next and Sir Stewart Duke Elder, Presi¬ 
dent of the International Ophthalmological Society!! It was a thrilling 
moment. The President was all in white with a turban, Nehru in his brown 
3/4 length coat and white Ghandi cap. The President made an excellent 
talk speaking of spiritual blindness as his key note — a very distin- 
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guished performance. Duke Elder received the Gonin Metal — etc. 
etc. After the Inauguration, we went to American Express to change 
my take-off from the 6th to tonight the 4th — I did not want to stay 
on here alone — London would be better — no special care about 
water or food and at least able to hike on Piccadilly. 

7 P.M., in the large lounge just an hour before American Express 
is to pick me up, after seeing Mabel and Joe and Caroll off. At 4:30 
we had callers! Dr. Pandit, the Secretary Generate himself, called on us 
with Dr. Tarapors from Bombay. We were proud and excited!! We just 
had time for an hour’s very pleasant visit with tea. They both spoke of 
the great disappointment in Bombay when we had to cancel our trip 
and told us of all the plans that had been made for us. Dr. Pandit 
said if we had phoned him he would have advised us of things 
American Express evidently didn’t know. Last night we were the guest 
of the just started Society for Prevention of Blindness headed by Dr. 
Hari Mohan (our host). It was at a Country Club in Old Delhi, one 
of the former British Clubs. A most unusual evening — sitting around 
the fireplace (wee one) drinking Scotch (me with Scotch!) and 
talking from 7:30 until nine. The physician assigned to the British 
Embassy, Dr. Kerr, was fun to talk to and several of the foreign 
celebrities were there. A small group of about 20 in all — we had 
driven for 30 minutes to get there through Old Delhi which was 
reminiscent of Calcutta — the smoky atmosphere and shadowy figures. 
The taxi waited for us (11 P.M., at 1 rupee an hour (10c)!! It was 
very Indian and entirely off the record. 

There is much in India to give one pain, but the government now 
is really trying to be realistic. If a deeply spiritual people can become 
realistic and organize accordingly, India will. The villagers have not 
changed for 2,000 years, are the most difficult to win over to a new 
way of life. 

Nine P.M., at the airport — an hour ahead of flight according to 
rules — a mightly lonesome place — no one but me in New Delhi. 
India a long way from home. The Hjalmar Johnsons are supposed to 
be on this flight, as far as Beirut. I do hope they’ll come! I’m very 
alone. But soon I’ll be on a BOAC Corvet full of sedation, snuggled 
into a comfortable (1 hope) seat and early to sleep a long night 
through — I hear the whine of a Viscount (Air France) warming up. 

1:00 A.M., Kiwat Time (3:30 A.M. New Delhi) 

We’re on our way in this very comfortable “Corvet” — roomy, red 
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pillows — my seat partner got out here — is an international banker 
and wanders all over the world. A rather dinky airport for a wealthy 
oil country!! We now cross the Syrian Desert to Beirut. It’s hard to 
believe that I’m in the middle of the hotly contested oil area of the 
near east — all alone just me — and Mabel and Joe and Carol are 
asleep in Karachi en route to Cairo! A real eery feeling! Arabs doing 
the stopover clean-up job — all sorts of people aboard and in the 
economy section Marjorie and Hjalmar Johnson. Hjalmar has been to 
India on an official industrial promotion propect. 


8:00 A.M., Zurich Time, 12/5/62 

In the airport — cannot proceed — London fogged in — what now? 
This is my first experience in this sort of thing — and I don’t much 
relish it away from the U.S.A., but I guess (??) BOAC will take care 
of us — hostess just came by to say there’d be at least a five hour 
delay — did we want to go sightseeing!! At 19 degree temperature and 
me without a coat!!! So here I am sitting in Zurich, Switzerland with 
none of the fun of this delightful country available!!! 

In the wee, small hours during the night we landed in Beirut in 
the midst of a thunderstorm and a pelting rain — had breakfast an 
hour and a half ago — just announced at 9 A M. that there would be 
further news of our flight at one P.M.! And there is talk of going to 
Preswick in Scotland and then? train for the many people grounded 
because of London ?!?!?! Now they announce “light refreshments” 
available for BOAC passengers — I drink “Expresso” chocolate! 

It was very wonderful flying in over the Alps — peaks in very early 
morning lights were sparkling with fresh snow — glorious! A lady, Mrs. 
Godfrey, returning from Korea to London, just brought me the Paris 
Edition of today’s New York Times. 

10:30 A.M. — Time moves slowly — they try and placate us with 
food and we already had too big a breakfast. This is a very attractive 
airport and the counters take any kind of money so I sent some post 
cards home — thought the gang would get a bit of fun out of my being 
stuck here when all our other flights came in on the dot. This is a 
busy field — TWA just in, followed by Lufthansa — and Swiss Air 
going out all the time. Think I got chilled during night when hostess did 
not answer my ring for a blanket. 

11 A M., Lots of flights to all parts of the world — Rio de Janeiro, 
Frankfurt, Amsterdam, London, Tokyo, etc. — people paged in three 
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languages — nearly time for us to get some news about No. 935. Twin 
ramps that are motorized dash up to the rear and front of each jet as 
it comes whistling in — every kind of person here, every kind of garb, 
color, and nationality. 

1:30 P.M. After a very delicious and substantial lunch we have been 
boarded and cleared for London — Hurrah! — It is only about three 
hours with one hour change of time. We came through a dense cloud 
layer coming in and now the sun is shining even though not brilliantly. 
Well, now all we have to do is hope London remains open and that 
Brown’s Hotel or somewhere will take me in as BOAC did not have 
time to get a confirmed hotel reservation through. 

2:30 P.M. Greenwich time — We landed at Gatwick about 
forty miles south of London, standing in a long line of aircraft that 
have been diverted here, hence lack of ramp, motor transport from 
plane to airport and probably hard-pressed customs officials. Then 
some sort of method of taking us to London. Just where the all 
important American Express contact is to be made God knows, and I 
have no confirmed hotel!!! 

6:30 P.M. — In bed!! Linen sheets in the most adorable, British 
Hotel in the world. (A dream following a nightmare — the story of 
2:30 P.M. train will have to be written tomorrow — I must sleep! just 
this out of the horror of last night and today and it happened just like a 
fairy tale!) 


Thursday 8:30 A M., 12/5/62 
Brown’s Hotel, London 

If it had not already happened to me, I would not have believed any 
of it but it did happen — After a number of gloomy predictions by 
Captain of BOAC flight No. 935 — after we left Zurich he announced, 
rather than fly to Prestwick in Scotland and leave us dangling along 
with all other grounded air passengers trying to find train accomoda¬ 
tions to London, he’d come into Gatwick Airport in Sussex, forty miles 
from London, and he did — our Comet was about 10th in a long line 
of diverted aircraft from all over the world, all waiting for motor 
coaches and ramps to get passengers to airport — once there, after 
45 minutes delay, sitting in plane, it really was bedlam! Hundreds of 
people all waiting to go thru passport inspection and customs were 
milling around. Eventually they called BOAC and we got to next floor 
to stare at two moving conveyors bringing up baggage. Shortage of 
baggage transport created further delays — and we just stood and 
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stood searching the moving belt. At last my two conspicuous (thank 
heavens) aluminum bags!! Very few porters but someone swung them 
on table before customs officials — I was ready to open up — but he 
passed me without opening them—porter now appeared and said “Meet 

me at the train.” Train — where — what train!!!! I had no British 

money so stopped at Bank to break twenty and then told by man 1 

had to get a ticket — 1 did — downstairs following the mob, to station 

platform — more milling people but all piling into compartments of 
one train — so porter opened door to a compartment half filled with 
luggage and two men — I climbed in just as the whistle blew — and 
off we were — 45 minute trip to London. In Gattwick there had been 
weak sunshine and only haze when we landed, but it rapidly became 
fog — denser and denser — until we were rushing (thank heaven for 
rails) through complete white nothingness. Both men were Americans, 
one here for a motor show of some kind, the other a non descript — 
rather unkept chap from Brooklyn. I dug out of my baggage my list 
of friends as I had no idea whether I could get into Brown’s and had 
no confirmation of request for reservations for 4th instead of 6th. Also, 

I wondered what would happen in Victoria Station, London, as I could 
not carry my bags and also wondered if cab would be available and if 
so able to move in fog. Suddenly Victoria Station and a mad confusion! 
Shadowy figures rushing furiously in all directions, some off the train, 
others on to the train — and no one that remotely resembled a porter 
in sight. One of my train associates dashed off to try and find a porter. 

I saw a man who looked like an official and said “Where can I get a 
porter?” He said, “What have you got?”, and I showed him and said 
“If you’ll get me into a taxi, I’ll give you a pound.” He straightway 
loaded my bags on to his pushthing and started off into the shadowy 
mass of people hell bent for election and I had to keep up or lose bags, 
him, and chance! He really moved also, I bumped into people, crashed 
through groups, and out to a dim curb where he said “Wait” — this 
after we had artfully circumvented an area where everyone had to 
que up for non-existent cabs. I waited and waited and wondered, 
watching the hoards of shadowy figures racing out of trains and 
toward trains. Finally he appeared and said “Follow me!” I did, 
although he really moved fast! At the curb was a taxi!! Marked 
“hired” and two men trying to bribe the driver! He grabbed my bag, 

I gave porter a pound note and my heartfelt thanks and climbed in. In 
spite of fog, heavy but not as dense as in 1934 (when I was here and a 
man had to walk alongside left fender to keep car in the street)—we raced 
(reminiscent of trip in Calcutta from airport to “Grand” Hotel) people 
all over street, buses dim shapes but moving. Big next hurdle now 
confronted me. With the enormous back-up of air passengers who were 
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grounded would I be able to get into Brown’s!? We pulled up — I 
expected door man to ask me if 1 had reservations but he did not — 
my bags were inside!! I with all dignity I could muster over a 
frightened inside said, “May I see Mr. Grout, the Manager?!” — “Just 
a minute, Mam” and with many flourishes (no less) I was shown into 
Mr. Grout’s office and he said in astonishment, “Dr. Kuhn, BOAC phoned 
and said you had cancelled out your entire trip”!! And what they were 
supposed to do was to get me in two days earlier!! I said, “No, indeed, 
I had to leave India two days early and hoped so you could put me up.” 
And he said “But, of course”. If he had not been a dignified Britisher, 
I would have hugged him but I didn’t — merely expressed my gratitude 
and was shown with many flourishes to a dream room. This is an old 
fashioned British, British hotel and not usually seeing many Americans 
—huge high ceilinged room — little electric coal fire, lit — deep chairs 
and soft — beds — central heat!! (i.e. radiators!) immense closets, 
tables, desks, huge bathroom — just wonderful!! My dream and as the 
door closed I sank down in a chair and said “I cannot believe it” to 
myself but it was true. While it was only 6:30 P.M. I put a “do not 
disturb” sign on door, took a hot bath, and tumbled into bed, to wake 
up at 6 A.M. Across the street is a Volkswagon agency and business 
houses, the garbage truck was out early in the still misty morning. I 
got up and unpacked, opened a pile of letters. At 7:30, sent for break¬ 
fast and am now trying to unscramble notes, mail, memos and what-not 
prior to my getting a dictaphone and then it will take me at least the 
two days ahead that I have, to get set. 

It is raining, which is good, as only rain, high wind or sudden cold 
can get rid of fog. Me, I’m staying in my snug quarters. For one thing, 
the bronchial asthma and cough that became very aggravated in Delhi 
is further aggravated by “smog” (ten years ago they had such a fog 
and 4,000 people died). I had a feather quilt and feather pillows — so I 
have to find me a foam rubber pillow, get some straight ephedrine 
tablets (I get too much accumulation of “amytal” in combination). 
Richard Schilling is to send me some medicine and I’ve just succeeded 
in getting two foam rubber pillows — have cornered “hall porter” (by 
phone — not having courage to go downstairs yet). 

The hall porter came up with papers — says this is not rain but fog 
itself — people going by holding handkerchiefs up to their faces to 
breathe thru — Just talked to Pan Am to confirm my reservation and 
he said a man had just come in from L.A. and booked a return flight 
saying he didn’t like fog!! And where’s the world’s worst smog?? 

Am all set up now for two days of dictation and organization — so 
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many thank you letters to write and assignments to carry out for people 
we met along the way. Final section of holiday letter to write and send 
on to Margie, and also odds and ends. 

1:30 P.M. — Just had lunch in this exquisite hotel’s dining room and 
had to play-act being nonchalant when I could not understand the 
French menu, etc. It evidently is a very special spot as many tables 
were reserved and many quite elegant people were already dining. I 
had a wonderful thick soup, delicious fish dish and dessert and coffee 
and a white dry wine. Front page news of New York Herald Tribune 
(European Edition) for today was lead article “40 dead in London fog” 
— hospitals warn that this “Black Choking” fog was even worse than 
in 1952, then 4,000 people died of respiratory and heart disease — 
visibility in some parts of London cut to three yards. Sulphur-dioxide 
is a lethal component and is 14 times higher than normal. Smoke 
content 10 times higher than 1952. Health ministry advised mufflers and 
scarves and put masks on London policemen!! — with picture of same, 
advised people to stay indoors so I have every reason to “hole up” and 
every reason to be wheezing. Richard Schilling’s secretary brought me 
ephedrine tablets, the maid took the feather cover and pillows away 
and brought a foam rubber one. The dictaphone man brought dictaphone 
and belts and I’m all set in my desk corner to work!! This is a busy 
one-way street (Dover) — people and cars and from my second floor 
vantage point it is fun to “take a breather” now and then and just 
watch the people, vans, and cars. I even have windows closed!! 

3:30 P.M. — Have been at my desk all day and my neck and 
shoulder muscles ache so w’ill take a break — Am starting to cough 
and wheeze again. 

5 P.M. — The fog has become thicker and people hurry along the 
street — the maid has just drawn the heavy floor to ceiling drapes 
over the three tall windows and I’ve turned the wee, electric fire¬ 
place on to make it cozy. 


Friday, 12/7/62 

While the night had the usual dense fog — it does look a bit better 
today. By staying indoors as urgently suggested by the Health Ministry, 
with windows tightly closed, I have been able to reduce what was a 
severe bronchial asthma on arrival, to a much less acute condition. 
Talking aggravates it, of course, and I have had to stop dictating 
periodically and suck a hard candy, but I’m making progress in 
dictation — have sent 5 belts on and will probably bring quite a few 
— also expect some more mail and therefore maybe more work. I have 
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to list my purchases for customs, but am sure that I cannot figure out 
declaration value and yen, Hong Kong dollar, Bahts, rupees, and 
shillings. I only hope that they can — should have marked bills in each 
instance with dollar equivalent, but didn’t — maybe one of the banks 
will help. Roy Serle (Pat’s son who is a London Bobby — i.e. Police 
man) writes that during the Cuban crisis while the blockade was in 
force “all our days off were cancelled.” A very interesting side light of 
British reaction to our crisis. 

These incredibly delicious meals will need to be curbed at once — 
I have never eaten any better food in any single place anywhere!!! 
Thick soups, fish, meat and vegetables and cheeses and sweets!!!! No 
salads of course and a fine dry white wine instead of water. The decor 
is exquisite. I was early and heard (while pretending to read my news¬ 
paper) the instructions of the four men in black “tails” given to mere 
waiters, who actually do very little else other than fetch and carry — 
explicit, detailed, emphatically, worded orders. An exhibit or rather a 
lay-out of cold “joints” was like out of an English story book — men 
walk by on Dover Street with black bowlers and rolled umbrellas. 

Several people have phoned, I discovered, and were told I had 
cancelled — Binstead for one and Leonard Hodge for another — so I 
started checking a few and making sure there had been no slip ups as 
I’m booked for visits tomorrow noon thru Wednesday morning and I’d 
hate to miss someone because of switchboard’s bum steer. 

394 people were admitted to hospitals under fog emergency pro¬ 
visions in London. Buses were called in last night and could not run at 
all! Talked to Arthur Vesey, London correspondent for Chicago Tribune, 
he phoned to verify Monday’s lunch date. Norman McDonald, Medical 
Director of all Ford plants in England just phoned and is coming up for 
a visit — he’s a bonny lad!! 


Saturday, 12/8/62 

Well, today, grey and drab as it is, is again without fog and today 
my planned activities start — Binny (Binstead of the Optical Company) 
is coming over for lunch. I carefully refrained from any supper after an 
utterly delectable lunch yesterday — Norman and I had a drink and 
talked plans. He and Paddy Fischer (with guitar and Irish songs) are 
taking me to a show (don’t know what yet) and to dinner afterwards 
tonight. I’m glad — the evenings of my asthma-enforced 2Vz days rest 
have been long. Am getting some cough medicine so I can perhaps get 
off the ephedrine which keeps me jittery and dizzy but by Monday 
evening, I have to have a voice, and while talking must not cough as 
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I am now. Richard Schilling has a big auditorium (and 1 hope a PA 
system) of medical officers and advanced students to hear my talk. 
Here they have lectures at 6 P.M. followed by dinner as they did in 
Tokyo and India — We at home do it the other way and everyone is 
boisterous from drinks and full of food and very inattentive and rude. 

Sunday 8 A.M. — Raining—this is fine as it will clear last vestiges 
of fog. Last night MacDonald and Paddy Fischer took me to dinner at 
New Theatre Club in the heart of the theatre district — fish, etc. and 
then went down the street to see John Slater in “Policy for Murder” a 
who-dun-it and a good one. Mac brought some cough syrup as I must 
have a decent throat for Monday night and I took during the night an 
extra big swig and am dizzy and dopey this A.M. Pat Serle, who is a 
flight Lieutenant in the British Air Force now, will be here within a 
half-hour for breakfast. Saw him last in 1949 before his separation from 
silly Shiela — he was navigator on BOAC Flying Boat trip from 
Johannesburg, South Africa. Pat Serle was here for breakfast and 
lunch and we certainly talked. Later, Olive Park, now Mrs. Vigne, 
and Hilary who is also now married came in. They had enriched our 
experiences in Nigeria. And finally London policeman (Bobby) Roy 
Serle came for evening. Last I saw him was when he was a wee lad 
here in 1948, I believe. 


Monday Morning 12/10/62 

This is another busy day — Leonard Hodge, Director British Safety 
Council, Arthur Vesey, Chicago Tribune, Joe Gates and tonight my 
speech (Ahem) with a very rasping voice and a very bad cough. 
Expect it will really be rough on audience. 

Interesting bit of news from Londonderry, Ireland where there’s not 
only vast unemployment but life without a job and living on government 
has almost become a matter of choice. They get 10 British pounds a 
week from Welfare benefit, few jobs pay as much as stores are marked 
“Credit with dignity.” There are more women employed than men and 
men apparently don’t like their wives to work and prefer being on 
relief. And no one sees the light in the USA as to deleterious effects of 
welfare state! 


Tuesday, 12/11/62 

My last full day in London — Most interesting lunch with Arthur 
Vesey, London Correspondent of Chicago Tribune. I’ll try reading it 
again, as he told me a number of especially fine things the old Colonel 
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did for him. The Sun Times carries Frederick Kuh, but outside of that 
is really quite a mess. 

The lecture at London School of Industrial Hygiene went off very 
well although I was so doped up (to cut down my rasping cough) that 
the floor came up to meet me and I walked like a tabetic — afterward 
some of us went to “local” (which means nearby pub) and had a drink. 
I have been drinking Scotch on the rocks as no one has Bourbon. 
Maybe I can educate my taste to drink Scotch which I’d like to — it 
is the only universal drink — and has a built-in safety factor. 

Today Sir Patrick Hamilton and Pixie and Vice Air Marshall Jack 
and Margot Neeley will be here for lunch and Margaret and Ginger 
and Kathleen Boardman will be in. Tonight is a big dinner party at 
Charing Cross Hotel with MacDonald, Fischer, Schilling, Leslie Norman, 
Ernest Capel and Jack O’Dwyer and their wives. This will indeed be a 
send-off. Tomorrow morning I pack and at 12 noon American Express 
takes me to Air Terminal for a nine hour (flying time) trip home across 
the Atlantic, I hope the reported blizzard in Chicago will not prevent 
landing. 


Wednesday, breakfast Time 

Well, this is it! Weather fine at this end — only question remaining 
is O’Hare. It would be cruel indeed to be dumped in New York or 
Minneapolis as the chances are I’d miss all the trains as they leave 
around five. Well, no use in sweating — I’ll just hope. 

What a send-off my beloved friends gave me. Cocktails in a private 
room at Charing Cross Hotel (and strangely enough, this is where I 
came in 1934 the first time I was ever in England.) Bob Murray 
formerly of ILO and now Medical Director of Trades Union Council 
joined us — we had a festive board indeed — wonderful foods, and wines 
and brandies and such warmth and affection — it floored me. A most 
wonderful group of people!! 

Am awaiting my breakfast and newspapers and finish packing. 
Have all the things I brought that need to be declared for customs in a 
Pan Am zipper bag and hope I have good luck as I’ve had in the past 
in getting a decent customs officer. Many things were shipped ahead 
and there should be 10 or 12 packages in Hammond. It will be hard to 
distribute them at Christmas and wait that long. 

Had a nice telephone visit with Jeff Schilling — Richard’s brother, 
who has had such a stormy time mentally but is fine right now. 
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12:45 Noon — Air terminal waiting for limousine to take me to 
airport. These days in London have been very good, in fact very won¬ 
derful and really polished up the finale of the great adventure com¬ 
pletely. It will feel good to be on Pan Am again — a Boeing 707 with 
special courtesies of Captain arranged for. 

3:20 P.M. Airport — there is a fog again and it is very gloomy. 
This is a brand new, very spacious and attractive airport. We’re being 
delayed about an hour. I always feel so sorry about people meeting me 
at the receiving end when it comes to delays — it is almost impossible 
to get news when calling in. Well, we’ll see what we’ll see on the last 
lap. Just was paged — got a scare — but Pan Am just wanted to 
know if I needed anything!!!! 

3:15 P.M. — aboard at last, of a drab, dreary foggy day, just about 
ready to head across the Atlantic — set watch back 6 hours, now 
to 9:45 A.M. Feel very alone without Mabel — we’re pivoting — it sure 
is inky afternoon. We are traveling very light, at least in 1st class 
section. No one next to me. I can spill over — strings of blue lites and 
strings of green lites and now we surge — God!! How acutely I miss 
Hugh at these moments — we always shared the thrill of it — hand 
in hand! We’re up and climbing, as the 707 does, very steeply. The die 
is cast for better or for worse. It probably will be sort of twilight all 
the way — up — up — swallow, swallow thru clouds and mist. We’re 
over a thick layer of green and under more clouds — but there are 
blushes of pink in the west. I set my watch back and it is 10 A.M. 
— we had a festive board indeed — wonderful foods, and wines. The 
flight is till 7 P.M. We’re over the clouds — wonderful deep blues 
and pinks in the east and the sun itself sinking in orange glory over 
the clouds in the west. 


7 P.M. Flying along Chicago Lake Front!! 

Gorgeous brightness of city — -5 zero! We’re down and happy faces 
thru customs window — it’s complete 100% o.k. 

In a few words, I’d say that: 

1. Japan — active, awake, virile, ambitious, hardworking. 

2. Hong Kong — a beautiful tragic city living on its todays. 

3. Bangkok — strange, colorful place — a sincere, earnest, adult 
Disneyland. 

4. India — a tragic impoverished, fascinating country of high spiritual 
ideals and not even the elements of realism. 
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